Thoughts of a heavy (Name of the column)

We live amongst you. (Name for this issue)

What is a heavy?  Sometimes we are called Highland Games Athletes, or heavy athletics, Scottish strong men, or just heavies.  Most times people have no idea what we are, but just stare and ask if we wrestlers.  Sometimes people ask if we are the guys on TV lifting the big round rocks.  That is close; they are kind of a cousin.  We are big strong guys, but tend to generally be more athletic as we throw things.  The highland games date back hundreds of years to the Scots.  They started having athletics with their big and strong guys to settle an argument between the clans.  The problem with fighting to the death was, you lost your best guy if you lost the argument and you might not agree again with someone soon.  So the games were born.

So now you’re asking how do you become a heavy?  The athletics are unique as there are no weight classes.  You show up and compete with who ever else is there.  You compete in seven heavy events in one day.  You have to do all seven and the guy who averages the best in them is athlete of the day.  Then you go back to the hotel and try and make it through the night.  Obviously you have to be strong.  I won the drug free nationals in power lifting about 15 years ago.  Power lifting is great, but even your mom will only come once.  The meets are so boring it makes watching grass growing seem out of control.  I found the games by luck.  I saw them on TV.  I was nuts enough to think I could do that and found a game to compete in.  No, I did not know how to do any of the events.  I just figured if I went at least second I could copy the guy in front of me.  Stupido.  There is a lot more technique than that I quickly found.  Yes, I have come a long ways from those days.  I now am two-timing masters world champion, and I hold three world records.  But oh how I have paid the price for those.  I had another procedure this off-season by a neurologist.  We figured out I have been put to sleep now for nine of these procedures.  Procedure is what they call operation in our new political correct world.  The games are tough.  7 heavy events.  7 events you must master.  7 events to determine the strongest man.  7 events to find a way to tear the flesh from the bone.  Clearly it takes some type of masochistic mental instability.  At least that is what my wife says.  But I love it.  I love the challenge.  The games are a ball to watch and even more fun to do.  The guys have a blast.  They have a love of each other.  They know the price the other has paid to stand there on the field.  The laughter is infectious.  We celebrate the fact we made it again and we are living.  We have passion.  It takes a passion to do all the work it takes.  But a passion is a blessing.  It drives you to do things a sane person would not do.  I don’t come home from work and watch wheel of fortune.  I train.  I don’t have to, I want to.  I want to better myself.  I want to push myself to a new high.  I want to see what I can achieve.  I lay in bed at night and dream of the next game, or think of what I can do to be better.  I eat, sleep and live the life of a heavy.  And yet, I live right next to you, I shop and get my gas the same place you do, and I work a regular job like the rest of the world.  Because while I pay the price to be the best, the games don’t pay in dollars like say baseball, or football.  They pay in something else I carry and you can’t see inside of me.  I have the pride of a world champion.  I stood up on the podium as the best.  Trust me, it feels great.  

So here I am.  In the coming issues, I will talk about the strength world.  You can e mail me and ask me things or give me ideas on what to write about.  I would love to hear from you.    

Your brother in steel,

Myles Wetzel

